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Love 


Author's Notes: 
Whole lotta love to all of you, on this day of Love! :* 
And Valentine's Day is incomplete without some sweet Jimbert, right? Enjoy! 3 


"Percy, | don't feel well" 

Just what Robert suspected. Jimmy was picking on his breakfast, taking a nibble from his bread at long 
intervals. Something didn't seem right. Robert was about to ask what was wrong, right then Jimmy mumbled 
feebly. 

"I think I'm sick" He rose his exhausted eyes. 


"Really? Let me look" Robert placed the back of his hand on Jimmy's forehead. 


"My God, you're burning!” He exclaimed. 


That was the beginning of it. As the day wore on, Jimmy got worse. Robert gave him sponge baths for hours. 
Later in the evening, he took his boyfriend to the doctor, who prescribed some medicines and strongly advised 
Jimmy to toke adequate rest. Well, he didn't have the strength to get out of bed anyway. Robert had had 


experience in nursing Jimmy in worse times than this. Thank God, they weren't touring now. 


The Day of Love arrived a few days later. Jimmy was a little better, he could sit up on the bed without his 
head spinning. The worst had passed, but his legs were still wobbly whenever he tried to walk 


Jimmy had no idea what day it was in the doldrums of his high fever, but Robert remembered. He had so 
many surprises in store for his one and only true love. He thought of making a hand-made card, something he 
had never done before. He wanted to take Jimmy out for a walk, cook a romantic meal, have a candlelight 
dinner, snog while listening to their favorite records, and in the end make the beast with two backs. Not to 
mention he wanted to declare his love an unnecessary number of times and to buy a bouquet with hundreds 
of roses with a cheesy note. All of this could've been done if poor Jimmy hadn't come down with fever, but it 
wasn't his fault. 

"At least I'm giving the attention he deserves." Robert thought to himself. 

After supper, which was brought to Jimmy in bed, Robert was stroking Jimmy's soft, dark hair. He knew that 
was an effective method of putting Jimmy to sleep. A little while later, Jimmy's back started mounting with 
every deep breath, meaning he was fast asleep. Robert lightly grazed his lips over Jimmy's forehead. As he 
was about to get up from the bed to put out the lights, he heard a sweet, feeble voice calling behind him. 
"Perce?" 

"Yeah?" Robert turned his head around. 

‘It's Valentine's Day today, right?" 

"Everyday is Valentine's Day, Pagey." Robert smiled, kissing Jimmy's forehead again. 

"Well, today's I4th February, innit?" 

"Yes." 

"You looked so sad Today," Jimmy said apologetically. "You wanted to take me out on a date, didn't you?" 


Robert sighed. Jimmy thought of everything, even when his temperature was 104 degrees. What a boyfriend 


"Well, we can do it later, darling. But not until you're fully fit. Now," he pulled the covers up to Jimmy's chin. 
"Go to sleep like a good boy." 


Im sorry." Jimmy pouted, bringing out a hand from under the covers and holding Robert's. 


"Hey," Robert smiled, cooing. "You don't have to be sorry for anything. Who said its not romantic when your 


boyfriend's nursing you while you're ill?" 

Jimmy smiled. "Sorry for being such a mess, but open the bedside drawer." 

"Why? What's in there?" Robert frowned, a little confused seeing Jimmy's weary eyes lighting up. 

"You'll see." 

Robert got up from the bed and opened the drawer. His heart leaped and jaw dropped when he saw a gold 
heart pendant locket glowing amongst the packets of Marlboros. He took it in his hand, glancing at Jimmy and 
at the locket, then back at Jimmy again. 


"Oh Jimmy, you didn't have to do this!" Robert whined. 


Jimmy did act a little too sweet sometimes, but this was totally unnecessary. Nevertheless, Robert was 


overwhelmed with love. He opened the clasp and saw both of their photos, one at each side. 
"Put it on" Jimmy smiled. He sounded less weak this time. 


Robert wore the chain around his throat. He made a promise in his mind then and there that he would never 


take it off. 

"Honey, it's beautifull" Robert climbed on the bed and started kissing Jimmy's face. 

"| love you, baby." Jimmy whispered against Robert's lips. 

With a tender, loving kiss, Robert pulled away. "I love you more." 

Jimmy's heart melted at those words. Maybe it was true, Robert did love him a bit too much. He was glad to 
make his lover immensely happy, even if it was a small gesture in return of the endless love he received from 
Robert. Was it himself, or did he really see a twinkle of tear in Robert's eyes? 

"When did you get it, Mr. High Fever?" Robert playfully squished Jimmy's cheeks, grinning in mirth. 

"A few weeks ago, when | wasn't Mr. High Fever yet! 

"Oh, | see. Did you think I'd let you off the hook so easily?" Robert smirked. "Don't move, I'm coming right back." 


"Not that | CAN move." Jimmy murmured to himself. 


He walked out of the bedroom and returned a few seconds later with a present. He rested it on Jimmy's chest 


and sat beside him. 

"Open it" Robert said, grinning excitedly. 

Jimmy sat up on the bed with the present in his lap. He glanced at Robert, chuckling, then set his eyes on the 
mysterious gift. It was wrapped in a red wrapping paper decorated with hearts of different colors. It had a 
note taped on it, which read as: 

"May our love flourish as the years go by, and may it never end. 

Happy Valentine's Day, Jimmy. 

Love, Robert." 

Jimmy carefully tore the wrap so as not to tear the note, for he intended to store it. It was a translated copy 
of Pablo Neruda's "100 Love Sonnets". He gasped a little reading the title. He'd read a few sonnets from it long 
ago, before he ever knew Robert, and wondered how sizzlingly romantic it would be if he recited those sonnets 


to his true love, if he ever found one. And his true love gave this book to him. 


"Oh my goodness, you are bloody romantic, do you know that?" Jimmy turned his eyes to Robert, whose eyes 
were expectant. Then, his face broke into a wide grin. 


"| knew you'd love it" 
"Cmere, | want to kiss you." Jimmy whispered. 


Robert delved his tongue into Jimmy's mouth, gently laying him down on the pillows. Had Jimmy been well, 
Robert would already start getting him undressed. 


"Read it to me." Jimmy said after breaking the kiss. 
"Sure, love." 


Robert propped himself up against a pillow, with the book in his hand. Jimmy rested his head on Robert's 
chest, his lips close to the heart locket that dangled from Robert's throat. He closed his eyes in bliss. 


"Happy Valentine's Day." He whispered. 
"Happy Valentine's Day, love." Robert coved, kissing Jimmy's forehead goodnight. 


Robert's dreamy, heavenly voice reading the book flowed through Jimmy's ears and went straight to his heart, 
until he drowned in the world of sleep, feeling loved and cherished by his sweet, caring Percy. 


